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The Tragedie 

So much for that : the filent houres (leak on. 

And ftakie darkneffebreakes within the Eaft, 

Inbriete, forfothefeafonbidsvsbe: 

Prepare thy battellearely in the morning > 

And put thy fortune to the arbiterment 
of bloudie llrokes and mortall flaring warre, 

1 as I may .that which I would I cannot, 

With beft aduantage will deceiue the time, 

And aide thee in this doubtfull fliocke of armes: 

But on thy fide I may not be too forward. 

Lead beingfeenethy tender brother george. 

Be executed in his Fathers fight. 

Farewell.theleilure and the karefulltime, 

Cuts off the ceremonious vowes ofloue. 

And ample enterchangeof fweet ditcourk, 

Which fo long hindered friends mould dwellcpon, 

God giue vs leifure for thefe rights of loue, 

Once more adiew, be valiant and fpeed well. 

Rich. Good Lords condudl him to his regiment, 
lie ftriue with troubled thoughts to take a nap, 

Leaft leaden Humber peife me downe to morrow, 

When I fhould mount with wings ot victory: 

Once more good night kind Lords & gentlemen. Sxemt, 

O thou whofe captaine 1 account my f eife, 

Lookeon my forces with a^raciouseye: 

Put in their hands thy brufinglronsof w rath. 

That they may crufh downe with a heauie tall. 

The vfurping helmet of our aduerfanes. 

Make vs thy Miniftersof chafiifement, 

Thatwcmay praifetheein theviclorie. 

To thee I do commend my watchfull foule, 

Ere I let fall the windowes of nunc eyes. 

Sleeping and. waking, oh, defend me Ml. 

EntertheGhofiofpnncei 

ghofi to K.Kic. Let mefit heau.eon thy foule o 
Thinke how thou ttabft me in my prime ofyouth, 

* » 


of Richard the Third, 

of butchered Princes fight in thy behalfe, 

Kin£ Henries ilfue Richmond comforts thee. 

• ® Enter the Ghofi ej Henry the fixt. 

QhofitoK.Ri* When I was murtall,my aanointed body, 

Ry thee was punched full of holes, 

Thinke on the Tower,and me: difpaire and die, 

Harriet hefixt bids thee difpaireand die. 

fo Rich, V ertuous and holy be thou conqueror, 
ftjrr/fthat prophefied thou fhouldeft be King, 
poth comfort thee in thy fieepe.liueand flouriftn 
Enter the Ghofi of Clarence. 

Ghofi. Let me fit heauie on thy foule to morrow, 

I that was waflit to death with fulfome wine, 

Poore Clarence by thy guile betray d to death: 

To morrow in the battell thinke on me. 

And fall thy edgeleiTc fword, difpaire and die, 
f e Rich, Thou ofF-fpring of the houfc of Lancafier, 

The wronged heires of Tor he do pray for thee. 

Good Angels guard thy battell, liue and flourifh. 

Enter the ghofisof Ritters, Gray, Vaughan. 

Ritt. Let me fit heauie on thy foule to morrow, 

Ritters that died at pomfret , difpaireand die. 

Gray. T hinke vpon gray, and let thy foule difpaire. 

Vaitcrh. Thinke vpon Vaughan , and with guiltie feare 
Lctfall thy launce, difpaire and die. 

Ali to Rich. Awake and thinke our wrongs in iJk.bolome, 
Will conquer him, awake and win the day. 

Enter the Ghofi of L. Hafiings. 

Ghofi. Bloody and guiltie, guiltily awake, 

And in a bloody battell end thy daies. 

Thinke on Lord Hafiings, difpaire and die. 

To Rich. Quiet vntroubled foule, awake, awake* 

Arme, fight and conquer forfaire England* Cake. 

Enter the Cjhofis of tveoyong Princes . ' 

Ghofi to K.R . Dreame on thy coufinsfmoothered in the 
Let vs be laid within thy bofome Richard, lower 

And weigh the downe to ruine,fhame and death, 

Thy Nephewes foules bid thee difpaireand die. 

To &, Sleep e Richmond fleepc in peace, and wake in ioy> ^ 
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